FIGARO IN LONDON. 
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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seenw——LADY MONTAGUE. 


| litios Jn en 70 4 } . 
Politica! Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, w 
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The excited imagination of the spicy Hornegold has allegori- 
cally hit off, in the above dashing sketch, the situation of the 
country. In the Downing-street Den of Corruption, safe and snug, 
is Ratting Bob the cunning Tory Badger—Conky Arthur (other- 
wise known as Old Nosey), has been fool enough to boast of his 
badger’s prowess, and challenged all England to make its election 
of dogs, to worry Ratting Bob and draw him out. Old John Bull, 
who was lodging in London at the time, has sent in three staunch 
terriers, of true British breed—good dogs and game to the back- 
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humble ones,) of Politica! History. 
hich cannot be found elsewhere.”—-CROKER’s NEW Wuic GUIDE. 
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bone. Their names are Finsbury Tom, Southwark Dan, and The 


| Doctor, who, although a little weak from the recent bleeding of 


. 
the Lancet, is a mettlesome pup, and will havea fly at Ratting 


Bob's nose. The character of these dogs is rather curious, they 


_ having all been engagedin Vermin Killing. The Doctor has been 
Southwark Dan has 


rustling out the rats of Surgeon's Hall ; 


devoted his nose, time, and tail, to the pestering and worrying the 


| 
| 
| vermin who infest Courts—and who had been eating up Old Bull's 
| substance, in supporting themselves and their long-whiskered fami- 


lies; Finsbury Tom has been rather a wild dog, too much given 


to ferretting about for his private larks, in certain houses of no 
good reputation, and has amused himself with turning up the 
varmint only; but now he has got steady and well up to his points, 
and seems likely to turn out as useful a dog as he is a good-look- 
ing one. Johnny is very anxious about the result, and has betted 
largely upon it; nay, he does, sometimes, go so far as to say that 
he has staked his all upon it. But he has great faith in his dogs, 
and they are hard at it—and tail on well. Conky Arthur is a 
queer old file, and is suspected of an intention to show fight him- 
self, in case of a defeat; but the poor old soldier is now inva- 


lided—and, if beaten this time, will assuredly give up the badger- 


ing business, and go off in peace as a Chelsea Pensioner. 





G. Cowtx. Printer, 13, Newcastle Stree: Strand 
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A BILL OF THE PLAY. 


SHORTLY WILL BE PERFORMED, AT THE THEATRE ROYAL, 
By his Majesty and Servants, the First Part of the Historical 
Play of 


CHARLES THE FIRST. 


Charles the First . . Reform Bill. 
Lord Stafford .... . Sir Robert Peel. 
Prince Rupert. . . . . The Duke of Wellington. 
Archbishop Laud . . . The Bishop of Exeter. 
Oliver Cromwell . . . Lord Durham. 
Sir Harry Vane .... . . Lord Brougham. 
The Earl of Fairfax . . Colonel Evans. 
The New Members of the House 
of Commons, 
. . Her Majesty. 
H. R. H. The Princess 


The Long Parliament... 


Queen Henriette Maria . 


Prince of Wales . (afterwards King) | Victoria. 
The Duke of York . (afterwards kicked out Prince George of 
as James II.) by special desire of his father, © Cumberland. 


Courtiers, Fools, the Rump, &c. . The Lords of the Treasury. 
Lords in Waiting, . . . The House of Peers. 


AFTER WHICH WILL BE PRESENTED, 


THE ROAD TO RUIN. 


The Characters by the whole Country. 





FIGARO'’S OFFICIAL INFORMATION. 





The vile papers have been labouring during the week to give 
currency to a report that a difference exists between Sir Robert 
Peel and Sir George Murray, in regard to the appointment of the 
milkwoman to the Ordnance. We are authorised to contradict this 
atrocious insinuation,and can add from our own resources, that both 
these hon. baronets are so united in the grand object of plundering 
the people, that no one can find any difference between them. 





THE INTERPRETER. 





‘¢The inhabitant of a house upon lease, somewhere in Mary-le-bone, who 
forty years ago, while a Wood of Littleton represented the county, was suing 
for the place of a purser’s clerk, on board a merchartman. We shall no 
longer answer to the query whois Woop? Rather let us ask who is HUME? 
He is one who, half-a-century ago, would have been glad to change places with 
any of the little green or blue coated charity-boys, whorun about our streets. 
Getting out to India in some servile capacity, he jobbed in bullocks and rice, 

nd gained out of the public money a few thousand pounds. Coming home, 
he married a female possessed of a few thousands more, and is now a‘ private 
ge ntleman” living in Bryanston Square.”—-Morning Post. 

We wonder who the poor devil that wrote this balderdash is? 
—This is the true Tory-slang, the fatal nonsense, the overweening 
folly, which provoked the blood and slaughter that disgraced the 
annals of the first French Revolution. These are not times to pro- 
voke the question of ‘who was his father ? or what could Lord 
Munster say? This is not a period to talk about ‘ novi homines, 
parvenus, and mushroom members. Who, then, was Sir Robert 
Peel? or who Mr. Praed? or who Mr. Macauley? nay, we could 
go through a catalogue of names of men whoare illustrious both 
for the bad and good use of their talents, and who certainly must 
go to the parish to get any information about their grandfathers. 

That which the rotten Post mentions to Mr. Hume's discredit, 
redounds to his high honour. Better to toil under the burning sun 
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chair of a Downing-street office, in pensioned pauperism. Better 
to job in bullocks, than job in that most patient Job John Bull ; 
better to deal in rice for curry, (risum teneatis amici!) than to 
curry favour and place, like Spring Rice,and other Whig and 
Tory trading politicians; better to marry a woman ‘with a few 
thousands a year,’ than to wed oneself to corruption with three 
times the amount. But these are not Mr. Hume’s pretensions to 
represent the county of Middlesex. He firstput thedam ofa question 
on the impetuous flow of the stream of financial eloquence from 
the lipsof a Chancellor of the Exchequer. He staggered Castle- 
reagh’s stammering periods; bought old Vansittart to book; 
caught one of the shining humming birds from the nest of pros- 
peritv Robinson, and plucking off its feathers, threw it naked and 
deformed before the eyes of wondering John Bull. It wasn’t 
genteel before Joe Hume's time, to puzzle a minister by reckoning 
up ‘ the tottle of the whole’ of his calculations. The only financial 
figures were figures of speech--and elegantly rounded periods used 
to go for good round sums. These were the times for pensions 
and sinecures-—for dead weight, and exchequer bills---then used 
the minister to save 2001. per annum, by superannuating a young 
gentleman of twenty-five with a retiring pension of 400). per 
annum, and put another into his place. These were the days of 
Old George Rose ; the standing army days, the national debt days! 
and if the electors of Middlesex wish for such days once more, 
they must turn out Hume and bring in Wood; Captain Wood, of 
the Middlesex Militia, Wood of Littleton, Tom Wood, whose--- 


FaTHer, 

GRANDFATHER, 

Great GRANDFATHER, 
AND 

MaiDEN AUNT, 


have represented the county of Middlesex in some of those happy 
days---Wood of the old family :--- 


‘The tenth descendant of a foolish face, 
Wood, that true ‘chip of the old block-head, 


Foreign Humbug. 


“The Duke de Leuchtenberg has arrived in town; His Highness wil! 
occupy the same hotel, &c.”—Court Circular. 


This is another of those half-starved Germans, who, like Leopold, 
kindly condescends to marrya pretty girl, and accept a kingdom to 
pay them for the trouble It is a great joke among the fashion- 
able people, that this young German duke ‘that shall be king 
hereafter,’ has not got any money to pay for his lodgings, and that 
the queen, our queen, has actually paid for them out of her own 
pocket. Under these circumstances, judge, reader, what a pucker 
His Highness the Duke must have been in, when, according to the 
Court Journal — 


‘The Duke of Wellington called unexpectedly, when His High- 
ness was at dinner.’ 


Only think of the natural hungry look of Wellington’s nose ; 
his sharp features, his leanness, and then picture the withered, 
sour crout, saffron coloured, dirty-shirted German Duke, gnawing 
his cold mutton blade bone, in hungry haste, lest the Duke 
should ask for a bit. Another humbug paper says, that Leuch- 
tenberg wrote to Donna Maria stating that he was prompted to 
claim her hand, not from a sentiment of self-love, but to be usefué 
to the Portuguese nation. Now this is too bad; what use can a king 
be to a nation? The Duke goes on to talk of his ‘ ardently 
embracing the work of social advancement.’ But the Queen of 
Portugal replies :--That she, and not the Portuguese nation, is to 
be the judge of his usefulness; and that he had better not talk of 


of an eastern clime, in honest industry, than to loll upon the easy | ardently embracing any thing until he has seen her. 
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Delicate Phraseology, 


Mr. Lee thought it impossible to doubt that the expression ‘fruits of plun- 
der or costs of piratical equipment,’ were libellous; the word ‘ notorious’ 


might indeed be interpreted either in a good or bad sense, 
Lord Abinger thought the expression merely metaphorical. 


Mr. Baron Alderson observed, that it was sometimes dangerous to be eloquent.” 


—Court of King’s Bench. 


Mr. Baron Alderson thinks it dangerous to be eloquent, and the 


whole course of his lordship’s career has proved his extreme caution 
delicate 


Lord Abinger, who as Sir James 
Scarlett was so frequently entitled the Notorious, did not like to 
condemn his own title, and therefore cunningly discovers a meta- 
This will be a vast improvement in modern 
nomenclature, and we may now say ‘the notorious Peel, the infa- 
mous Ellenborough, and the piratical ministry, are about to enjoy 


in avoiding the remotest possibility of danger. But this 


fencing with words is amusing. 
phorical signification. 


the fruits of their plunder;’ without fear of criminal information, 
or terror of an Attorney General’s tender mercies. 


NOW READY, 
WHIGGERIES AND WAGGERIES, 
BEING FIGARO’S CARICATURE GALLERY FOR 1835, 


On a Large Sheet of Double Crown, about the size of the Times, 
with Illustrative Letter-Press, and 


40 CARICATURES 


by the illustrious Seymour, the redoubtable Cruikshank, and the no less 


celebrated Hornegold. 
PRICE TWOPENCE. 


PUBLIC OPINIONS, 





Nothing is more pleasant than to see the high estimation in 
which the gentlemen of the press hold each other. We have 
selected a few samples from this week’s newspapers and publi- 
cations. 


That heap of dung, The Morning Herald —Cobbett. 

That squirt of filthy water, The Morning Chronicle—The Times. 

That slop pail of corruption, The Post—The Morning Chronicle. 

Our blubber-headed contemporary, The Globe.—The Standard. 

That bully of Berkshire and braggadocio of Printing House Square, 
The Times.—The Morning Advertiser. 

That spavined hack, The Courier.—The Morning Herald. 


We now come to another profession. 


Those rascals the Physicians. —The Lancet. 

Those rogues the Surgeons. —The Medical Gazette. 

Physic and surgery are a farce. —The Medical Dissenter. 

We caution our readers against pretended Oracles.— The Doctor. 


The egregious quackery of a pretended ‘ Doctor.'.—The Oracle of 


Health, 
F, G. took the Old Oracle’s Pills, and is almost dead.--The New 
Oracle of Health. 


Thus, then, as Gay wittily sings--- 


Through all the employments of life 
Each neighbour abuses his brother. 


Figaro In Lonpon alone holds on the even tenor of his way; 


‘the swinish multitude. 
Hogg with Mr. Wilson of the City of London. 


THEATRICALS EXTRAORDINARY 





His Grace the Duke of Wellington and the rest of the Cabinet, 
appeared at the Strand Theatre, on Monday night, as Chippewa 
Chiefs. Their faces were painted and rings run through their 
ears. Sir Edward Knatchbull was particularly distinguished ; the 
Hon. Bart's. brazen face and copper coloured ldgs shone with 
brilliant effect in the war dance, to whichthe Duke of Wellington 
played the Indian drum with a most melodious and military tattoo. 
Sir Robert Peel and Lord Ellenborongh, as the two Indian Squaws, 
lisped the Chippewa love songs with peculiar pathetic emphasis. 
This being the first appearance in public of the company, great 
attention was excited. John Bull as Mr. G. Gale, an Indian 
trader, held his hand in his pocket for the Duke to fire at. The 
accuraty of his Grace's aim was remarkable; he succeeded at 
one shot in disengaging a handful of sovereigns, which Johnny 
held in his hand, without doing him any injury. We were par- 
ticularly pleased with the followingspeech of areal Michigan Chief, 
who thus addressed the Duke :--- 


Pee no mas cove---ram jam half and half 
Squou mash cos, don, ah ho, rum and shrub ; 
Neck nout few sam, dick, bob, gin-pol 

Rig wog, row, dab, sam, Bob Frank’s Hat. 


A graceful delivery, ard appropriate action, rendered these lines 
highly solemn and impressive. 





BREVITIES. 





Oh Tempora. 
‘ Meddle not with those that are given to change,’ said the e!ec- 
tion placard! and The Times, in consequence, has lost half its eus- 


tomers. 
Rhyme and Reason, 


Sir J. Scarlett has chosen the title of Abinger, because there's 
no rhyme for it. There may be no rhyme to his Lordship’s title, 
and there certainly was no reason for it. 


Rather Ungrateful. 


Mr. H/ogg, the new Membcr for Beverley, is a Tory, and despises 
It is said he intends to go the whole 


What’s bred in the Bone. 


Talleyrand has resigned, on account of oldage. Let no man 


rejoice—we have a young Castlereagh. 


The Russian Bear. 


Lord Londonderry is going embassador to Nicholas. This was 


to be expected; his lordship has been going to the devil (old Nick,) 
for some time past. 


What’s ina Name. 


The Morning Post calls Fitz-gerald an ‘ illustrious but equivocaé 
name ;’ what, then,should the Post say of the name of Fitz-Clarence, 


which is only equivocal and not illustrious. 


On Captain Polhill’s Return for Bedford. 
What's in a name! we well may say, 
For Polhill has polled well to day. 


A Clerical Brror. 
‘ What Bishop is that looking out of the window?’ said Philpotts 
to Blomfield, as they were reeling down Fleet-street. ‘ That,’ 


says Blomfield, with a Calvinistic hiccup, ‘that’s the Bishop of 


gaily teasing, lightly pleasing, an enraptured public, unscathed | Carlisle, and that house is the New Carlisle Cathedral.’ 


by envy and fearless of reproach. 
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THEATRICALS. 





A dull day in November, a ride across a moor in a fog, or the 
standing under the shelter of a gibbet during a pelting shower, are 
the only comparisons suitable to the melancholy mixture of prosing 

nd preaching, which formed what ai management of Drury Lane 
a Saturday, were pleased to calla ‘ new Comedy.” The ‘ King’s 
Seal'is said to be thejoint production of Mrs. C. Gore, the writer upon 
‘ Manners’ in the Court Journal, and of Mr. Kenney, the farce-writer ; 
there are two acts of dullness, which we must attribute to Mrs. C, 
Gore, and a couple of old jokes, whose adaptation to this comedy, 
of course belongs to Mr. Kenney. Where can these people pick 
up their notions of acomedy? they take one incident—set two fel- 
lows talking, and another jumping, and, forsooth, call it a comedy. 
Was ita joke to hear the Duc de Sully lecture Henri IV. on 
finance? or to hear Auvergue talk of state-intrigues? or to listen 
to Bertholdus prattling about the arts? or his servant complaining 
of hunger? Yet these are all the contents of the ‘ King’s Seal!’ 
Warde was harsh, dry, and monotonous as usual ; Cooper, as a king, 
pompous and prosy, and grating in his delivery, as is his custom. 
Farren unaffectedly foolish, and arrogantly idiotic, as he always 
will be; and we never did see or did hear such an emphatic noble- 
man as Mr. Diddear made. In the whole of this comedy there was 
not one spark of wit to light us on the dull road of attention; and 
poor Ellen Tree, the actress of nature, modesty, and elegant sim- 
plicity, was obliged to tear a passion to the very rags in a vain en- 
deavour to render her part effective. Little Miss Murray must en- 
deavour to cure her lisping propensities: if natural, it is unfortu- 
nate, if affected ridiculous, to hear a young woman talk of her 
‘ thuththeptibiliteth, or her ‘ thocking thenthationth.’ 

Mr. Wallack has addressed a letter to The Times, written with 
great modesty; he complains of severity, and says, that after an 


absence from the stage, he has a right to the laudable ambition of 


acting Richard, Hamlet, Othello, &c. All this is very well—Mr. 
Wallack has such a right, and so has Mr. Turnour; Mr. Brindal 
may act Richard the Third, if he can get a chance. Mr. T. P. 
Cooke may perform Othello, if the stage is vacant for him; but if 
the one acts a king like a footman, and the other represents a hero 
as a jolly jack tar, surely the critics may tell them of it. Mr. Wal- 
lack, as hetruly says, has been the stock Romeo, ard has acted 
Iago to Kean’s Othello, and vice versa: but Mr. Wallack, after 
all, was not Mr. Kean, and Mr. Kean is still too fresh in our me- 
mory (alas, for himself, he was always too fresh for his own), to 
allow of Mr. Wallack as first tragedian. We do not agree with 
the Times ‘ that he possesses none of the qualifications necessary 
for success in the higher department of tragedy: in our opinion he 
has every qualification but one, and that is—genius. 

The fee-faw-fum of a /‘-Fa frightened the lessee of the City 
Theatre last week into shutting it up; so that when the aspiring 
Hughes and the indefatigable Rede approached the stage door to 
enact their brief parts, they found that 1t was no use (Hughes), 
and could only read the notice,—‘ This ‘ere theatur is clothesed--- 
Boxes locked---Pit shut up.” The stage carpenter, fired with dra- 
matic ardour, and flushed with one week's wages, has since uncer- 
taken the management. 

Mrs. Nisbett has published the usual programme of performers, 
prior to the commencement of her season. A more inefficient set 
of dramatic ineapables it would be difficult to collect from the 
sweepings of every tragic barn from the Land’s End to Long Lane, 
Smithfield. 

The Surrey Theatre continues crammed. The Manager has had 
the unpoliteness not to reply to the usual application for Editorial 


| Admissions made to him by our Publisher: 


Number, the audacious Hornegold and the vivacious Strange have conspired 
to present 





and yet these geutie- 
men complain of ungentle criticisms and ill-natured remarks. How 
can it be otherwise, when a man has to pay, perforce, a few shil- 
lings, to listen to such trash as the usual pieces represented at 
these theatres generally are. Touch the pocket of a critic and vou 
sharpen his pen. We mention this by the way, being ourselves, as 
our readers will soon find, superior to all such meanness, and above 
all prejudice for or against person or place. 





NOTICE. 





In consequence of the immense Public Patronage which attended our las‘ 


~~ 


FOUR CARICATURES NEXT WEEE! 


Without additional Charge. 
This Number of FIGARO IN LONDON will thus form 
A GRAND ELECTION PRESENT ; 
AND THE CARICATURES WILL REPRESENT 
BEFORE AND AFTER AN ELECTION 
AND IN AND OUT OF PLACE! 


GF Booksellers and Newswmen are requested to forward their extra Order 


immediately. 





Scrutator’s letter does not suit us—FIGARO 1N LONDON has nothing to d 


with private scandal. 

The Letter from the Green Room has been thrown into the fire—the persona 
peculiarities of actors and their domestic circumstances are not of any interest 
to the public; nor if they were, would FIGARO IN LONDON pander to such 
depraved curiosity. When aman comes before the publie as an actor—hi: 
conduct, as an actor, is open to stricture; but what right has the satirist, how- 
ever clever or amusing he may be, to intrude upon the privacy of their do- 
mestic circle, and wound the feelings of those who have neither provoked cen- 
sure nor deserved shame. 
writers either on Politics or Theatricals :— 

‘*Curst be that Ilne, how smooth soe’er it flow, 
That tends to make one honest man my foe.” 


The enclosure from Downing Street remains unopened—FIGARO IN LONDON 
is not to be bribed. The public pay him too well for that. 

If Young Castlereagh feels himself offended, he knows where to find us 

A Young Author is informed, in answer to his request, that Mr. CowIr, « 
13, Newcastle Street, is the best Printer we can recommend to him. Cowtt 
is a capital Printer, and easily captivatod by Cash Payments.—In case h 
should employ Mr. C., we shalltake asa personal favor his not mention 
ing our recommendation, for CowlE hates a puff! 

Our last Number, a double one, containing two Caricatures, price only Ov 
Penny, is already re-printed. 
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YHE FINEST BEAVER HATS, 21 
BEST BEAVER HATS, lis. 6d 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 


The above are manufactured of the most choice ma- 
terials, and finished in the highest style of fashion—they 
never spot with rain nor lose their shape. 

FRANKS AND CO., 
Sole Patentees and Manufacturers. 


L 140, Regent Street, West 
ondon 62, Redcross Street, City 


Paris... 97, Rue Richelieu 
Edinburgh, 6, St. Andrew Street 
Dublin... 3, Sackville Street 

N.B.—Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really sapply the Public at t 


Wholesale Price. 





G. Cowtre, Printer, 13, Newcastle Street, Strand. 
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Pope has given a proper rule of conduct to ali 
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